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VIOLET: I made myself needlessly disagreeable.   Will you

forgive me?
ARTHUR: Darling, don't reproach yourself.   That's more

than I can bear.  There's nothing to forgive*
VIOLET: I owe so much to you.   I hate to think that I was

horrid.
ARTHUR: You don't owe anything to me at all. And you're

incapable of being horrid.

[He seizes her hands and is about to kiss them, when
she draws them abruptly away.

VIOLET: No, don't kiss my hands.
ARTHUR: Why not?

[He is surprised. For an instant she is taken aback*
He looks at her hands and she withdraws them as
though he could see on them the kisses which HONNY,
a Jew minutes before, had pressed on them.

VIOLET: \With the faintest laugh of embarrassment.] If you

want to kiss me I prefer you to kiss my cheeks.
ARTHUR: That is evidently what they're made for.

[He Joes not attempt to kiss them. She gives him a
quick glance and looks away.

VIOLET: Arthur, I'm afraid Christina will be awfully dis-
appointed at Henry's not getting that job.

ARTHUR: Let us hope she will bear her disappointment with
as much fortitude as I do.

VIOLET: I don't think she's entirely given up hope that you
will change your mind.

ARTHUR: [With a chuckle.] I'm sure of that. I don't expect
to have much peace till the matter is officially settled.
That is why I mean to settle it quickly.

VIOLET: What is your objection to Henry?

ARTHUR: None, He's not such a good man as Ronald
Parry, that's all.